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Wait with my master's horses; never was
A fairer plot or likelier.

Queen.                         How thy face

Lightens !    Poor child, what  knewest   thou of {he

chance

That cast thee on my fortunes? it may be
To death ere life break bud, and thy poor iltr.vcr
The wind of my life's tempest shall cut off,
And blow thy green branch bare.    Many there be
Have died, and many that now live shall die.
Ere my life end, for my life's sake ; and none
There is that knows, of all that love or h.iu%
What end shall come of this night's work, and \vhat
Of all my life-days.    I shall die in bonds
Perchance, a bitter death; yet worse it were
To outlive dead years in prison, and to loathe
The life I could not lose.    This will not be ;
No days and nights shall I see wax and wane,
Kindled and quenched in bondage, any more;  -
For if to-night I stand not free on earth
As the sun stantls in heaven, whose sovereign r\o
Next day shall see me sovereign, I shall live
Not one day more of darkling life, as fire
Pent in a grate, bound in with blackening bars.
But like a star by God hurled forth of heavrn
Fall, and men's eyes be darkened, and the world
Stand heart-stmck, and the night and day be changed
That see me falling.    If 1 win not forth,
But, flying, be taken of the hands that were
Before laid on me, they shall never think